XXII
BLACK AND WHITE

ONE night Mr. Clarkson, of the Education Office, was
rather late in leaving the Savile Club. He always
makes a point of selecting the best articles in the
Nineteenth Century, the Fortnightly, and the Contem-
porary on the first Monday of every month, and,
owing to a suspension of political activity in the
House of Commons, he had lately spent more time
than usual over the daily papers as well, since they
could now afford greater space for subjects of interest.
He noticed with some regret that it was half-past
eleven as he came up Piccadilly and admired, as he
never failed to admire, that urbane aspect of nature's
charm presented by the Green Park.

It was late, but the evening was cool and dry. He
wished to follow up a train of thought suggested by
the question : " Should Aristotle be left out ? " but,
to preserve his mind from exclusiveness, he now and
then considered it advantageous to plunge into what
he called the full tide of humanity at Charing Cross.
So that night, instead of making his way by the
shortest route to his rooms in Westminster, he strolled,
with a pleasurable sense of sympathetic abandonment,
through the usual crowds tJaat were hurrying home
from theatres or supper-rooms.

But ho soon perceived that all the crowds were